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Boner to thefaithfullShepheardy to A - 

glaia his faire Shepheardeffe,wi(heth more 

wealth then the Sheepes-wooU, and a 

better Garland then the 

Bay-leafe, 

Aire Shepheardeffe, pardon your 
poore Swaine, who feeing the 
faint feeding of his pyening flock 
and hopeles to recouer the dro- 
ping Lambes of his beft folde, 
knowing fuch to be the diuine Natureof your 
vertue,aswil fuffer nothing to perifti, that you 
are able to preferue : doth befeech you after 
letting of the bloud in the head vaine, to giue 
the for the heart fickneffealittle grazing in the 
groiidof your leaft grace, in which profpering 
(by your fauour) they ftial Hue but to your fer- 
uic;e which being the beft caufe of their bree- 
ding, I leaue them to the fweet imploymentof 
your pleafures,& fo in the naked fence of a fin- 
cere truth, refting the comfort of your kinde 
vnderftanding I humbly take 
my leaue. 

Your poore Shephard 
Bonerto, 
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Paftorall Verfeswritten by the She- 
pheard Bonerto, to his beloued She- 

pheardejfe Aglaia. 

Pa/lor Primus. 

TEll mee, all yee Shepheards fwaines, 
On Mineruas Mountaine plaines : 

Yee that onely fit and keepe 

Flockes (but of the faireft flieepe) 
Did you fee this bleffed day, 
Faire Aglaia walke this way ? 
If yee did oh tell me then, 
If yee bee true meaning men. 
How (hee fareth with her health, 
All the world of all your weath : 
Say a truth, and fay no more : 
Did yee euer fee before. 
Such a Shepherdeffe as fhee ? 
Can there fuch another bee ? 
Euer did your eies beholde, 
Pearles, or pretious ftones in golde. 
Or the Staires in Phcebtis skies. 
Sparkle like her Sunny eyes ? 
Doe but truth, and truth confefTe : 
Is (he not that Shepheardeffe, 
That in (late of beauties (lay, 
Caries all the praife away ? 

2 A3 Tell 
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The Pafsionate Shepheard. 

Tell me truly, (hepehard, tell, 
On your plaines did euer dwell, 
Such a peereles paragon. 
For pure eyes to looke vpon ? 
Oh the chafte commaunding kindnes. 
That diffwades affeftions blindenes ! 
Settes it not your hearts on fire ? 
Yet forbiddes yee to afpire. 
Doth it not coniure your fences, 
That yee fall not in offences ? 
Hath (hee not that wit diuine. 
That doth all your wittes refine. 
And doth limite loue his meafure, 
That he purchafe no difpleafure. 
Hath fhee not your fpirits wrought, 
In obedience to her thought. 
Where your hearts vnto her eye, 
In a kinde of Simpathie, 
Frame the beft conceited fafhion, 
Of a bleffed fancies pafsion. 
Which may neuer paffe that ace, 
That may keepe you in her graces ? 
Oh yee trueft harted creatures ! 
In the trueft kindeft natures 
Who, when all your thought affemble, 
Neuer doe in one diffemble : 
In loues beauties honours face. 
Let Aglaia be your grace. 

Pajl, 2. 

Siluan Mufes can yee fing, 
Of the beautie of the fpring ? 
Haue yee feene on earth that Sunne, 

That 
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That a heauenly courfe hath runne ? 

Haue yee liu'd to fee thofe eyes ? 

Where the pride of beautie lies, 

Haue yee heard that heauenly voice, 

That may make loues heart reioyce ? 

Haue yee feene Aglaia, (hee 

Whome the world may ioy to fee. 

If yee haue not feene all thefe ? 

Then yee doe but labour leefe. 

While yee tune your pipes to play, 

But an idle Roundelay. 

And in fad difcomforts denne : 

Euerie one goe bite her penne : 

That fhee cannot reach the skill, 

How to clime that bleffed hill. 

Where Aglaiaes prayfes dwell 

Whofe exceedings doe excell. 

And in fimple truth confeffe, 

Shee is that faire Shepheardeffe, 

To whome faireft flockes a fielde. 

Doe their feruice duely yeelde : 

On whome neuer Mufe hath gazed. 

But in mufmg is amazed; 

Where the honour is to much, 

For their higheft thoughtes to touch. 

This confeffe, and get yee gone, 

To your places euery one. 

And in filence onely fpeake 

When yee find your fpeech to weake. 

Bleffed be Aglaia yet, 

Though the Mufes die for it. 

Come abroad you bleffed Mufes, 

Yee that pallas chiefly chofes, 

When fhee would commend a creature. 

In the honour of loues nature. For 
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For the fweet Aglaia faire, 

All to fweeten all the ayre : 

Is abroad this bleffed day, 

Hade yee therefore, come away : 

And to kill Loues Maladies, 

Meete her with your Melodies. 

Flora hath bin all about. 

And hath brought her wardrope out ; 

With her faireft fweeteft flowers, 

All to trimme vp all your Bowers. 

Bid the Shepheards and their Swaynes 

See the beautie of their plaines. 

And commaund them with their flockes 

To doe reuerence on the rockes. 

Where they may fo happie be 

As her (hadowe but to fee. 

Bidde the Birdes in euery bufli, 

Not a bird to be at hufh : 

But to fit, chirip, and fing, 

To the beautie of the fpring. 

Call the filuan Nimphes together, 

Bid them bring their mufickes hither, 

Trees, their barky filence breake, 

Cracke yet though they cannot fpeake. 

Bid the pureft whitefl Swanne, 

Of her feathers make her fanne : 

Let the Hound the Hare goe chafe, 

Lambes and Rabbets runne at bace. 

Flies be dauncing in the Sunne : 

While the Silke-wormes webbes are fpunne. 

Hange a fifh on euerie hooke, 

As fhee goes along the brooke : 

So with all your fweeteft powers, 

Entertaine her in your bowers. 
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Where her eare may loy to heare, 
How yee make your fweeteft quire : 
And in all your fweeteft vaine, 
Still Aglaia ftrike the ftraine. 
But when (hee her walke doth tume, 
Then begin as faft to mourne : 
All your flowers and Garlands wither, 
Put vp all your pipes together : 
Neuer ftrike a pleasing ftraine 
Till ftiee come abrode againe. 

Who can Hue in heart fo glad, 

As the merrie countrie lad ? 

Who vpon a faire greene balke 

May at pleafures fit and walke ? 

And amidde the Azure skies. 

See the morning Sunne arife ? 

While he heares in euery fpring, 

How the Birdes doe chirpe and fing : 

Or, before the houndes in crie, 

See the Hare goe ftealing by : 

Or along the (hallow brooke. 

Angling with a baited hooke : 

See the fifties' leape and play. 

In a bleffed Sunny day : 

Or to heare the Partridge call. 

Till fhee haue her Couye all : 

Or to fee the fubtill foxe. 

How the villaine plies the box : 

After feeding on his pray. 

How he clofely fneakes away, 

Through the hedge and downe the furrow, 

B Till 
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Till he geets into his burrowe. 

Then the Bee to gather honey, 

And the little blacke-haird Cony, 

On a banke for Sunny place, 

With her fore-feete wafh her face : 

Are not thefe with thoufandes moe, 

Then the Courts of Kinges doe knowe ? 

The true pleafing fpirits fights. 

That may breede true loues delightes, 

But with all this happineffe, 

To beholde that Shepheardefle, 

To whofe eyes all Shepheards yeelde, 

All the faireft of the fielde. 

Faire Aglaia in whofe face, 

Liues the Shepheards higheft Grace : 

In whofe worthy wonder praife, 

See what her true Shepheard faies. 

Shee is neither proude nor fine, 

But in fpirit more diuine : 

Shee can neither lower nor leere. 

But a fweeter fmiling cheere : 

She had neuer painted face. 

But a fweeter fmiling grace : 

Shee can neuer loue diffemble, 

Truth doth fo her thoughts affemble. 

That where wifdome guides her will, 

Shee is kind and conftant ftill, 

All in fumme fhe is that creature, 

Of that trueft comfortes Nature, 

That doth (hewe (but in exceedinges) 

How their praifes had their breedings : 

Let then poetts faine their pleafure, 

In their fiftions of loues treafure : 

Proud high fpirits feeke their graces, 
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In their Idoll painted faces : 
My loues fpirits lowlineffe, 
In affeftions humbleneffe, 
Vnder heau'n no happines 
Seekes but in this Shepheardeffe. 
For whofe fake I fay and fweare, 
By the pasfions that I beare, 
Had I got a Kinglie grace, 
I would leaue my Kingh'e place. 
And in heart be truelie glad : 
To become a Country Lad. 
Hard to lie, and goe full bare, 
And to feede on hungry fare : 
So I might but Hue to bee. 
Where I might but fit to fee, 
Once a day, or all day long. 
The fvveet fubieft of my fong : 
In Aglaiaes onely eyes. 
All my worldly paradife. 

A Solemne long enduring 

Pafsion. 
Pajl.^, 

WEarie thoughts doe waite vpon me 
Griefe hath to much ouer gone me 
Time doth howerly ouert-oyle me, 
While deepe forrowes feeke to fpoile me 
Wit and fences all amazed, 
In their Graces ouer gazed : 
In exceeding torments tell me, 
Neuer fuch a death befell mee. 
Loue, oh life of more tormenting, 

B 2 Then 
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Then the world hath inuenting. 

Neuer ceizd vpon a creature, 

In a truer killing nature. 

Not with Venus idle itching, 

Nor with vaine affefles bewitching : 

But with wit and reafons feeing, 

Natures beauties fweeteft being : 

Time and truth on earth declaring, 

Excellence hath no comparing. 

Not a Haire but hath in holding. 

Honors hart, in loues beholding : 

Not an eye, but in her glaunces, 

Graceth reafon in Loues traunces, 

Not a looke but hath in louing, 

Faith too fad for euery moouing. 

Not a worde but in commaunding, 

Duanteth folly from demaunding. 

Not a lippe, but makes the Cherrie, 

Onely held a prettie Berrie : 

Not a breath that foftly blowes, 

But perfumeth where it goes : 

Not a truth but doth difplay. 

All the Cheffe in battaile ray : 

Where the princely eye may fee : 

How they all in order bee. 

King and Queene, Knight, Bifliop, Rooke : 

And the Pawne his place hath tooke. 

Bleffed cheeke, the fweeteft chain e. 

Of affeftions fweeteft vaine. 

What can fweeteft iudgements fay, 

But thou carieft fweete away } 

Prettie cheeke, in whofe fweet pit, 

Loue would Hue and die to fit 

Let mee thinke no more on thee, 
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Thou haft too much wounded me : 

And that skarre vpon thy throate, 

No fuch ftarre on Stellas Coate. 

Let me chide, yet with that ftay, 

That did weare the skinne away : 

But alas (hall I goe lower, 

In fweet fimilies to fhowe her ? 

When to touch her praifes tittle, 

Natures fweetnes is to little : 

Where each Sinow, Limme and ioynt, 

Perfefl (hape in euery point, 

From corruptions eye concealed, 

But to vertue loue reuealed, 

Binde my thoughts to filence fpeaking. 

While my hart muft lye a breaking 

Petrarchey in his thoughts diuine, 

Taffo in his higheft line. 

Ariojlos beft inuention. 

Dantes beft obfcur'd intention. 

Quid in his fweeteft vaine : 

Pajlor Fidos pureft ftraine. 

With the fineft Poets wit, 

That of wonders euer writ : 

Were they all but now aliue, 

And would for the Garland ftriue. 

In the gratious praife of loue, 

Heere they might their pafsions prooue. 

On fuch excellences grownded ; 

That their wittes would be confounded. 

And in euuie at my grace. 

To beholde this bleffed face : 

Finding all their witttes too weake. 

Of her wonder worth to fpeake, 

In a fretting humor'd vaine. 

B 3 Runne 
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Runne into' their graues againe. 

But aye me ! what inward wound, 

Laies my comforts all a ground ? 

Abfence, oh that word of woe, 

That too neere the heart doth goe : 

When the eye cannot beholde. 

That the fpirit hath in holde. 

Loue mud liue and looke a farre, 

In a dreame vpon a ftarre : 

But indeed beholde no light : 

In darke abfence onely night : 

But what haue I faid ? aye me ! 

In the darkeft night I fee : 

Sight of abfence fuch a prefence. 

Of Mineruas excellence. 

In loues lining memorie, 

That the light can neuer die. 

No, firft die all Poetts loue, 

Ere faith fuch a fi6lion prooue. 

In obliuious light to place. 

Such a bleffed ftarre of grace : 

As in bright Aglaiaes eyes, 

Shewes an earthly paradife. 

If my Suite be not too great. 

Thus much let thy fwaine entreate : 

Where no colde fufpeft can harme thee, 

Looke into my hearte and warme thee, 

Turne my Muficke to thy minde. 

Let it know no other kinde. 

Breake my pipe if that it play, 

Other then the rounddelay. 

Cut my throate if that I fing, 

But vnfo thy fauours ftring. 

Neuer grace my louely flocke, 
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But vpon the bleffed rocke, 

Where thy Grace may giue them feeding, 

And thy blefsing all their breeding. 

I haue neither Plummes nor Cherries, 

Nuttes, nor Aples, nor Straw-berries ; 

Pinnes nor Laces, Pointes nor gloues, 

Nor a payre of painted Doues : 

Shuttle-Cocke nor trundle ball, 

To prefent thy loue with all : 

But a heart as true and kinde, 

As an honeft faithfull minde. 

Can deuice for to inuent, 

To thy patience I prefent, 

At thy faired feete it lies : 

BlefTe it with thy bleffed eyes : 

Take it vp into thy handes, 

At whofe onely grace it ftandes, 

To be comforted for euer, 

Or to looke for comfort neuer : 

Oh it is a ftrange affefte, 

That my fancie doth effeft. 

I am caught and can not ftart, 

Wit and reafon, eye and heart : 

All are witneffes to mee, 

Loue hath fwome me flaue to thee. 

Let me then be but thy flaue, 

And no further fauour craue : 

Send mee foorth to tende thy flocke, 

On the higheft Mountaine rocke. 

Or commaund me but to goe, 

To the valley grownd belowe : 

All fhall be a like to me, 

Where it pleafe thee I ftiall bee. 

Let my face be what thou wilt : 
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Saue my life, or fee it fpilt. 

Keepe fafting on thy Mounnaine : 

Charge me not come neere thy Fountaine. 

In the ftormes and bitter blaftes, 

Where the skie all ouercafts. 

In the coldeft froft and fnowe, 

That the earth did euer knowe : 

Let me fit and bite my thumbes, 

Where I fee no comfort comes. 

All the forrowes I can prooue, 

Cannot put me from my loue. 

Tell me that thou art content, 

To beholde me pafsion rente, 

That thou knoVft I deerely loue thee. 

Yet withall it cannot mooue thee. 

That thy pride doth growe fo great, 

Nothing can thy grace intreate, 

That thou wilt fo cruell bee, 

As to kill my loue and mee : 

That thou wilt no foode referue, 

But my flockes and I (hall fterue. 

Be thy rage yet nere fo great. 

When my little Lambes doe bleate. 

To beholde their Shepheard die : 

Then will truth her pafsion trie. 

How a Hart it felfe hath fpent. 

With concealing of content. 

Paft, 5. 

Now witts prooue what yee can doe, 
I haue worke to fet yee to : 
That will trie the Quinteffence 
Of your humors excellence. 
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Tis no dreadefull Tragoedy, 

Nor no pleafant Comoedie, 

Tis no fiftion of a fancy, 

Nor a furie of a franzie, 

But a fubiefl of that worth, 

That muft bring ftrange wonders foorth. 

Yet take heede to flye to high, 

Lead you lofe your winges therby. 

Keepe your compaffe in that care. 

That doth onely truth declare. 

Where in fafety of conceite, 

Yee may winne your honors height. 

There if ye haue power to finde, 

Prayfes in their pureft kinde : 

In Aglaias bleffed name, 

Worke to winne your worthy fame. 

Seeke not out for Similes, 

Lead yee doe your labour leefe. 

And for figures neuer take them. 

Lead fhee doe but Ciphers make them, 

And for fubflance truely founded, 

Loue will in her Grace be grounded. 

But if in heigh Contemplation 

Of your fences Admiration, 

Yee do finde in ftrange coniefture, 

Reafons wonders Architefture : 

In a frame of fuch a fafhion, 

As doth plundge the hart in pafsion, 

In conceauing cares beholding. 

How to fall vpon vnfolding. 

Then in filence fet it downe, 

Of the bleffed Lawrell crowne : 

Let Aglaia take the grace, 

Where the graces haue their place. 

C . Aud 
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And in fine let this fuffife yee, 

That I kindely doe aduife yee, 

How fo ere yee are conceited, 

Thus let all your Cares be ftraited. 

Mooue not from her, nor yet mooue her, 

Loue but doe not fay yee loue her : 

So that pafsions fweetly wittie, 

May in patience bed haue pittie : 

So Hue happie to attend her, 

But if needes yee muft commend her, 

To this counte your prayfes call : 

In her felfe, her felfe is all. 

Sundry fweet Sonnets and Pafsio- 

nated Poems. 

A farewell to the world and the 

pleafures tliereof. 
Sonet I. 

NOw for the laft farewell I meane to make. 
To all the troubles, of my tired thought : 
This leaue at laft, and this laft Icaue I take, 
Of fome and all that haue my forrowe fought. 

Firft youth farewell the fore Runner of wit, 
A time more ftaide, hath taught me better ftages, 
Then where repentance doth with forrow fit. 
To ftiew the ruincs of vnbridled Ages. 

Next farewell Beautie, thou bewitching glaffe, 
That blind'ft the eye, of all vnfeafond feeing : 
Mine eye now fees, wherein my blindneffe was, 
I could not fee my blindneffe in thy being. 

Friend- 
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Friendftiip farewell, where faith doth finde no truft, 
For men are Monfters, and then what are women ? 
Experience now prooues Judgement was vniuft, 
Where wit was folly, that made flaues of free-men. 

And loue farewell, the Laborinthe of time, 
Which killes the fpirits with contiuall care, 
I now haue found the Snaile out by his dime, 
And will not come, where fuch flye creepers are. 

And power farewell, the perill of conceite, 
Where pride is hellifh in impatience : 
Strong is my weakenes, that now bids me waite, 
But on the blefsing of obedience. 

And hope farewell, the weakeft holde of wit. 
That euer help't, the heart to happineffe : 
For wifdomes care, that well hath founded it, 
Findes it a flatterer but of idlenes. 

And farewell fortune, the mode idle fiflion. 
That euer fancy laide her labour on : 
Trnth, againfl: whome there is no contradi6lion, 
Showes one of force, but fnrtune there is none. 

And arte farewell, the onely woe of wit, 
That beates the Anuile of a bufy braine, 
With fimple skill I now had rather fit 
Then worke for grace, and other get the gaine. 

And farewell time, that neuer giueft refl, 
Vnto the body or the fpirits paine : 
Eternall bliffe, hath fo my fpirite blefl, 

C 2 I will 
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I will not harken vnto time againe. 

And farewell all that may be bid farewell, 
Within this world of wretchednes and woe : 
My fpirit feekes but only there to dwell. 
Where puer truth doth no corruption knowe. 

A Gowne of Veluet and a chaine of pearle, 
Shall now bewitche wine ^y^s with folly gazes 
When vnderneath, an idle headed girle, 
may feede the minde, but with dishonors mazes. 

The feate of power too neere the Sin of pride, 
Shall with Ambition, not infeft my minde : 
A ioyfuU peace, within my foule hath tride. 
The fweeteft life is in the meane to to finde. 

The filed tongue of fayning eloquence : 
Shall now no more abufe my fimple truft : 
In yea and nay, I finde that excellence, 
Where perfeft iudgements cannot prooue vniuft. 

The found of warre fhal not inchaunt mine ear 
With honours muficke, to abufe my heart : 
The bleffed peace, that patient fpirits beare, 
In heauenly confortes haue no bloudy parte. 

The long delaying ftuddie of the lawe. 
Shall beate no hammers in my wearie braine. 
Nor loofe my Come in ftriuing for a ftrawe. 
But keepe my right, & hate a wrongfull gaine. 

The greedie labours, of the grumbling Chuffe 
I will not followe, for a ruftye wealth : 

But 
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But in difcretion thinke that worke enough, 

That cloathes the flefli^and keepes the foule inhealth. 

And I wil leaue Court, Cittie, towne and fielde, 
Warres, Lawe and traffique, pollycie and paine : 
And fee what life the country loue will yeelde. 
Where Shepheards keepethe flockesvpon the plaine. 

There will I fit and in the facred fence, 

Of heauenly vertues high inftructions : 

Learne in Aglaias natures excellence. 

Of Loues conceites, to make the bed couftru6lions. 

Where God alone fhall in my foule be loued, 

And faithes affeflion in true fancy proued. 

Which done, my heart (hall lie vpon my breft, 
That truth fhall fhewe the fecret of my thought : 
Where patience prooues the fpirit onely bleft. 
That lookes at heauen and fets the world at nought. 

Thus will I fit, and fet my pipe in tune. 
And plaie as merry as the day is long : 
And as in Aprill, fo againe in lune. 
Fit both my fpring, and harueft with a fong. 

My Pipe (hall bee but of a dainty reede. 
That growes within the Riuer of delight : 
Where euerie (lop (hall (land my heart in (leed, 
To guide the fpirrit of my muficke right. 

And for my ditties, they (hall be diuine : 
When time (hall onely on Aglaia reft. 
While fancy fo (hall euerie note refine, 
That euerie pafsion (hall be well expreft. 
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And when the Muficke of my pipe is done, 
Then what is needefull to my flocke goe fee : 
And from the plant that profpers in the Sunne, 
Cut of the fuccors leaft they fpoyle the tree. 

And then goe looke vnto the worme and flie, 
That may annoy my Lambkins, or their Dambes, 
And to each griefe fuch prefente helpe apply. 
As may preferue the fmalleft of my Lambes. 

And if I fee the Wolfe, the Brocke, the Foxe, 
Or any varmin dealing downe a furrowe : 
To make a praye among my prettie flocke, 
Send out my Dog, and beate him to his borough. 

And when I heare the Nightingale recorde, 
The Muficke, wherein Nature pleafeth Arte : 
To trie how loue can with her tune accorde. 
To found the pafsions of a painting hearts : 

And when that (hee her warbling Tunnes doth eafe. 
And fhades her felfe from parching fommers heate, 
Then learne of her, how I may holde my peace, 
While leffer Birdes, the idle ayre doe beate : 

And when I fit vpon that fweeteft mountaine. 
Where growes the graffe, that feedes my faireft flockes. 
And there beholde, that Chriftall cleereft fountaine, 
That fendes her ftreames difti Uing through the Rockes 

And feeing there the heartes-eafe growing by it, 
The onely flower of fancies beft affe6lion : 
And thinke how Nature in her pride doth die it : 
To put downe painting in her Artes prefeftion. 

Then 



Digitized by 



Google 



The Pafsionate Shepheard. 

Then lift mine eye vnto that hande on high, 
That worketh all thinges by his holy will : 
And giue all glory to this Maiefti'e : 
Whofe onely wifdome fhewes all wonder skill. 

Then on the earth fall humbly on my face, 
And pray to him that made both day and night : 
Firft to infpire me with his holy grace. 
And then to bleffe me in Aglaias light. 

And when I fee the Trees beginne to Bud, 
And euerye graffe, put foorth his faireft greene, 
And euerie kidde begin to chew the Cudde, 
And Flora haunt it like a Medowe Queene. 

And all the Mufes, drefle vp all their bowers, 
And fet their Conforts in fo high a Key : 
As if they met in Mufickes fweeteft powers, 
To play and fing fome Princely Roundelay. 

Then ftill againe vnto my God on high, 

Giue all due prayfe, who in his grace hath prooued, 

Aglaia blefled in his gratious eye : 

That fo doth Hue of Creatures all beloued. 

The defcription andpraife of his fairejl 
Loue. 

Sonet. 2. 

VP on the Hill of happineffe, 
In beauties Gratious bleffednes : 
Boncrtos faireft Shepheardeffe, 
In wifdomes honors worthineffe : 
Aglaia Hues, long may (hee Hue, 
The worth that doth this wonder giue. 

An 
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An Eye in which faire beauties h'ght, 
Hath none x>f Phcebus killing fight : 
But of a farre more heauenly Grace, 
To warme the heart, not burne the face : 
A fore-head that faire fronte of bliffe, 
That fhewes where beautie graced is. 

A Haire that holdes the hearts affeftions, 
Euen by the eye of lawes direftions : 
Which waning finely in the ayre, 
Defcribes the pride of Beauties faire. 
While loue beholdes with vertues eye, 
There doth not lye a hayre awrie. 

A cheeke the chaine of loues beft chaunce. 
That pleafeth pafsion in his Traunce : 
A lippe to loue, more kindely fweete. 
Then Hiues where Hony-Bees do meete. 
A breath that fo the ayre perfumes, 
As all corruptions fence confumes. 

And for her teeth, no Granam, ftuddes, 

Nor like the Knagges of Blacke-thorne buddes : 

But where conceites, are kindely met. 

Like Orient Pearles, in Rubies fet. 

And for a Toung in reafons fence. 

The Trumpet of true eloquence. 

And for a wit in wifdomes will, 
So gouerned with gracious skill : 
That Admiration beft can tell. 
Where excellence doth truely dwell. 
And for a fpirite to that wit : 
The world too weake to iudge of it. 

I Speake 
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I fpeake not of inferiour partes, 
Nor of their prayfes due defartes : 
I rather loue my thoughts to raife. 
To bleffed fpirits and their prayfe. 
And where the bed is fet before : 
But name Aglaia and no more. 

But if I had the painters Arte, 

To fet a glaffe on euery parte, 

Her necke ftiould feeme a piller fit, 

For to vpholde the ftate of wit. 

Whofe fmoothneffe would amafe his fight : 

When he (hould fit to paint the white. 

Her Breftes fliould be thofe Balles of bliffe. 
That loue and beautie neuer mifle, 
But if a ftroke doe chaunce to fall : 
The heart (hould anfwere for the ball. 
While honors eye (hould iudge the fet. 
What loue may loofe, and virtue get 

Her armes (hould be thofe Angell bowes, 
That bleflfed wifdome onely knowes : 
Her fingers, (haftes ; that where they light. 
Doe kill the eyes of idle fight : 
While honor fo guides Natures eye : 
There can no feather flye awry. 

Her belly (hould that mountaine be, 
That may put downe Pamaffus hill : 
Where Pallas might reioyce to fee, 
The fubiefls of her fweeteft sjcill, 
While all her Mufes might deuife, 
To judge of Natures paradife. 

D But 
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But for that Marke of Modefty, 
That fweares the filence of conceite : 
While that defcretions careful! eye, 
Is caried but to honors height. 
A Moone Eclipfed fhould defcrie, 
The daunger of a wicked Eye. 

Now for the nexte adioyning Limmes, 
Where ftrength and ftraightnes both agree, 
To (howe how nature fweetely trimmes, 
All partes wherein her prayfes be : 
Should Sampfons pillers figure plaine, 
How all Philijlians ftiould be flaine. 

Now for her legges, her knees and feete. 
Which fo euen carry euerie parte : 
That beautie, loue, and honor meete. 
To fhow the pride of Natures arte : 
I would but as I faide before, 
But make her pifture and no more. 

But painting is too poore a skill, 
Where colours can but fhadowe fhowe 
The Poets wit too weake for will : 
To fpeake of that he doth not knowe, 
While onely Admiration 
Muft make her declaration. 

And how fhall I then filly fwaine, 
Once looke at fuch a pure afpe6l } 
As but vertues gratious vaine. 
My rudenes neuer would refpeft, 
But rather leaue the louely fpring, 
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Then ftay to heare the Shepheard fing. 

Alas I know not, this is all, 
I hope but from a hill of grace : 
When heauenly fates will favour fall, 
A gratious heart, a gathering place. 
Where I fome little crum (hall finde, 
That may refrefh a woefull minde. 

Till when, and then, and euermore. 

I will be but her Shepheard fwaine : 

And for my feruice feeke no more : 

But on Pethares Mountaine plaine, 

I may oneleaue my flocke to keepe, 

And folde my Lambes, and feede my fheepe. 

At Shearing time fhe (hall commaund, 
The fineft fleece of all my wooU : 
And if her pleafure but demaund, 
The fatteft from the leane to cull. 
She (hall be midreflfe of my (lore : 
Let mee alone to worke for more. 

My cloake fhall lie vpon the ground, 
From wet and duft to keepe her feete : 
My pipe with his beft meafures found. 
Shall welcome her with muficke fweete. 
And in my skrippe, fome cates at lead : 
Shall bid her to a Shepheards feaft. 

My ftaffe (hall (lay her, in her walke. 
My dog (hall at her heeles attend her : 
And I will holde her with fuch talke, 
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As I doe hope (hall liot offend her, 

My Eawes (hall bleate, my Lambes (hall play, 

To (hew her all the fport they may. 

Why I will tell her twentie thinges, 
That I haue heard my mother tell : 
Of plucking of the Buzzards winges, 
For killing of her Cockerell, 
And hunting Rainard to his denne, 
For frighting of her fitting Hen. 

How (hee would fay, when (hee was young. 
That Louers were a(hamde to He : 
And truth was fo on euerie tongue, 
That Loue ment naught but honedie. 
And Sirra (quoth (hee) then to me 
Let euer this thy leffon be. 

Looke when thou loued, loue but one, 
And let her worthy be thy loue : 
Then loue her in thy heart alone. 
And let her in thy pafsions prooue, 
Aglaia all that in thy minde. 
Within thy heart her loue (hall iinde. 

And as (hee bad, I haue obeyed^ 
I loue in heart but one alone : 
Whofe worthines my wits difmaid. 
In finding fuch a worthy one. 
As in Aglaia all doth prooue, 
All vnder heauen my only loue. 

And in that loue to Hue and die. 
And die, but in that loue to Hue : 
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And loue that cannot Hue to lie, 
Shall for my truth this warrant giue : 
My life or death, to faue or lofe. 
Shall in her loue be to difpofe. 

Her eyes (hall be my Sunne to guide me. 
Her hand fhall holde me by the hearte. 
Her cenfure onely fhall decide me : 
What I proteft in euerie parte. 
In heart to ferue and loue her fo, 
As vnder heauen to loue no moe. 

And if all this will not fuffice, 
To make her knowe an honeft care, 
Then fhall fhee fee before her eyes, 
Of what true forces pafsions are. 
When filence difcontent (hall prooue. 
How death fhall make an ende of loue. 

And yet before that finall houre. 
Where pafsions play their latefl parte. 
When fweetes are feuer'd, from their fower. 
While onely life is in the heart : 
The lafl effeft of loue to trie, 
I will but make my will and die. 

And I will tell her fuch fine tales, 
As for the nonce, I will deuife : 
Of Lapwinges and of Nightingales : 
And how the Swallow feedes on flies. 
And of the Hare, the Fox, the Hound, 
The Paflor and the Medow ground. 

And of the fpringes, and of the wood, 
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And of the Forreftes and the Deere, 
And of the riuers and the floods, 
And of the mirth and merrie cheere, 
And of the lookes and of the glaunces, 
Of Maides and young men in their daunces : 

Of clapping handes, and drawing gloues, 
And of the tokens of loues truth, 
And of the pretty Turtle Doues, 
That teach the billinge trickes of youth. 
And how they kindely ought to wooe, 
Before the tother thing they doe. 

Sonet 3. 

Foolilh loue is onely folly, 

Wanton Loue is too vnholly : 

Greedy loue is couetous, 

Idle loue is friuolous, 

But the gratious loue is it : 

That doth prooue the worth of wit. 

Beautie but deceiues the eye, 
Flatterie leades the eare awrye : 
Welth doth but inchaunt the wit, 
Want the ouerthrowe of it. 
While in wifdomes worthy Grace, 
Vertue fees the fweeteft face. 

There hath loue found out his life, 
Peace without all thought of ftrife : 
Kindenes in difcretions care. 
Truth that clearely doth declare. 
Faith doth in true fancy prooue, 
Luft the excremente of loue. 
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Then in faith my fancie fee, 
How my loue may conflrued be©. 
How it g^owes, and what it feekes. 
How it Hues, and what it likes. 
So in higheft grace regarde it, 
Or in lowed fcorne difcarde it. 



Sonet, 4. 

Tell mee, tell mee pretty Mufe, 
Canft thou neither will nor chufe, 
But be bufie with my braine, 
Still to put my wits to paine ? 
Shall my heart within in my breft, 
Neuer haue an hower of Refl: } 

Idle humor what doth ayle thee ? 
Not a thought that can auayle thee : 
Be thou neere fo woe begon thee, 
Beautie will not looke vpon thee. 
Fortune wKoly hath forlorne thee. 
And for loue, it hath forfworne thee. 

But if vertue haue procurd thee. 

And that honour haue coniur'd thee. 

In affeftions royalty, 

To difchatge loues loyaltie. 

That the Eye of truth may fee. 

Then doe what thou wilt for me. 

Worke my wit vnto thy will, 
Keepe thy hammers working ftill : 
Vfe thine arte in euery thought, 
With fuch temper to be wrought, 
That Aglaia may aprooue. 
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Vertues skill in framing Loue. 

But if any labour lacke, 
Or if either flawe or cracke 
Make the mettall not fo fine, 
That the worke be not deuine, 
And well fit for honours (lore, 
Neuer come at me no more. 

Sonet, 5. 

I care not what I fay nor doe, 

My thoughts are fpent : 
Since no conceite can bring me to 

My hearts content : 
I cannot fpeake and if I coulde, 

It were in vaine : 
And yet if that I could, I would 

Reueale my payne. 
But fince it is to great to fhowe. 

And I muft bide it. 
I leaue it to remorce to knowe, 

How care doth hide it. 
And fue but to thofe inward eyes 

That fee my heart, 
To looke on patience how (he dies : 

In pafsions fmart. 
And fay what in themfelues they fee. 

Where truth excelles : 
I know the heart that honours mee. 

And loues none elfe. 

Sonet 6. 

Fooles cannot know what fancie is. 
Where wifdome findes true wit : 
And who can euer ayme at bliffe, 
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That hath no thought of it. 

A (hallow braine can neuer iudge, 
The fweet or fower betweene : 
For Vulcan was but held a drudge, 
While Venus was a Queene. 

A muddie fpirite dwells in droffe, 

While pure affeflious fire, 

Enflames the heart that feeles no croffe 

To compaffe his defire. 

And fweetly doth coiifeale his griefe : 
Who rather dies then begges reliefe. 

Sonet, 7. 

PEtharco^ I proteft, 
I will proclaime thy pride, 

And what it is. 
By that faire PJicenix neft, 
Thy little hill doth hide, 

In honors bliffe. 
Enuie fhall hate the place, 
Where thou beholdeft alone, 

Loues Paradice : 
Vnworthy-of the grace, 
To fee that worthy one, 

Of Angelles eyes. 
And I will raife againe. 
The Poetes that are dead, 

To raile on thee : 
Becaufe thou doft contriue. 
The fpirit that hath bred. 

This death in me. 
My beft fancy, flye a franzye, 
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MY bed fancy, flye a franzye 
Keepe defiring in admiring, 
Beauties nature in a creature : 

Looue and honor looke vpon her. 
Bid the graces^ in their places, 
To her beautie doe their duetie. 

Thinke not vainely, but all plainely : 
Say and fweare it, who (hall heare it, 
She is wholy, her felfe foly. 

Natures lewell, reafons fuell, 
Honors treafure, Graces pleafure, 
Palsions fpelling, thoughts excelling. 

Declaration^ 

Admiration. 

Sonet 8. 

POets die all : in loues triall, 
Truth hath found yee. 
Wonders feeding, on exceeding, 

Doth confound yee. 
Weake wittes perifh, what can cherrifh 

Heart ficke fancy } 
Wifdome feeing, in loues being, 

Reafons franzye 
All Intentions, and inuentions 

Of wittes wonder : 
See the creature, in worthes nature, 

Keepe yee vnder. 
To the Phomix, beauiies Radix^ 

Would compare her. 
Leaue your writing, no enditing, 
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And declare her. 
Mufes fllence^ to loues effence. 

Doth refigne her, 
Loue not daring in comparing 

To define her. 

Sonet 9. 

FAire faces are eyes witches, 
That but inchaunt the minde : 
Fond humors reafons itches, 
That but afTeAion blinde. 
While loue is but a mockery. 
To cheate the world with foolerie. 

Youth but a blaze of time, 

Whome Age to afhes bringes : 

Time but a weary chime. 

That death to forrowe ringes : 

While wealth the weight of care doth prooue, 

The world hath little what to loue. 

Beautie is (ildome wife. 

Nor wit hath fortune friend, 

And loue in Argus eyes 

Findes lealouzie a fiend. 

While truth doth gaine fo little grace. 

As makes the world a woefuU place. 

• 
And vertue is fo poore, 
Shee lines by pittie moft : 
While pride doth ope her doore^ 
But onely vnto coft. 
And power is growne fo daungerous. 
As makes difcretion timorous. 
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And fancie is fo fickle, 
That faith is in miftruft : 
And friendfhip is fo tickle, 
That judgements prooues vniuft. 
While natures blot in Reafons blame, 
Doth (hew the world a wicked frame. 

Woordes are but blades of breath. 

Thoughts but the wittes illufion : 

Deedes but defartes of death, 

All but the worldes confufion. 

Where wordes and thoughts, and deedes doe 

The worlde wrapt vp in miferie. (trie, 

What then on earth remaineth 

That reafon can difcouer ? 

But that the heart difdaineth. 

Which is the fpirits louer. 

Saue that which wifdome findes in wit. 

Is in the worlde but none of it 

For which conceal'd content, 
In honors carefull cheft, 
Wherein the fpirit fpent, 
Is onely truely bleft. 
1 will fubfcribe to reafons will. 
To liue in purgatory ftilL 

For fuch the worlde I finde, 

A place where eyes may fee. 

What mode may glad -the minde. 

Yet neere the better be, 

Becaufe the world hath fmalleft parte. 

Of that wliich mode doth pleafe the hearte. 

Then 
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Then heauen's proteft for me, 

In fpight of worldly fpight : 

Aglaia all fhall be. 

Where loue in honours light, 

In iudgements of difcretions eyes : 

Doth make the world a Pajradice. 

For were it not thrife good. 

In Nature, wit, and grace : 

Where truth hath vnderftood. 

The cleerenes of my Caf(^ 

My loue on earth (hould neuer dwell. 

But hate the world as halfe a hell. 

Then wherein goodnes fliowe^ 
The grace of fancies bliffe : 
Which no Corruption knowes. 
Nor earth come where it is : 
Let me this true conduflon prooue, 
I hate the world, but for thy loue. 

Sonet 9. 

FAire eye fpill me not, 
Be of a better nature : 
Sweet woordes kill me not, 
But comforte a poore creature. 

But if yee needes will fpill me, 
Let it bee with loues blindeneffe : 
And if yee needes will kill me, 
Let it bee with loues kindneffe. 

Then (hall your worth be prooued. 
In prayfes high perfeftion : 
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And in that prayfe beloued, 
In fancies deere affeflion. 

And looue in honors refidence, 
Shall write but of your excellence. 

Sonet. II. 

PRetty twinckling ftarry eyes, 
How did Nature firft deuife, 
Such a fparkling in your fight, 
As to giue loue fuch delight, 
As to make him like a flye, 
Play with lookes vntill he die ? 

Sure yee were not made at firft, 
For fuch mifchiefe to be curft : 
As to kill affeflions care. 
That doth onely truth declare. 
Where worthes wonders neuer wither, 
Loue, and Beautie liue together. 

BleiTed eyes then giue your blefsing, 
That in pafsions beft exprefsing : 
Loue that onely Hues to grace yee. 
May not fuffer pride deface yee. 
But in gentle thoughtes directions. 
Shew the praife of your perfections. 
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